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Sanctify Yourself 


Author's Notes: 

Hi, this fic is bad. This is very bad, and short. | sorry <3. | just liked the idea of this fanfic using Johnny and 
Sid. It's kinda ironic, especially cause y'know, it's Johnny and Sid, Imfao. Anyway, | suffer from generalized 
anxiety, adhd, and I'm kinda a germaphobe. The way my brain thinks confuses other people, this fanfic kinda 
shows a little of how | think and what goes on in my head a lot of the time. I'll only ever use paper plates, 
plastic utensils, and plastic cups because to me it's safe, that's how | got this "too scared to drink out of a 


cup" fic idea lol. >_< 


"Mate, did you eat today yet? You only really ate bread yesterday." Johnny said to the tall and lanky figure 


laying on the stained mattress before him. 


"| don't really want to, I'm not hungry. By the way, did you lock the door, Johnny?" Sidney asked, he stared up 
at the decaying ceiling of their small apartment. 


Johnny sighed at the response of the older man and sat on the edge of the mattress, "Yes, Sid. | told you that 
| already locked the door, you asked me that 3 times already. You can check for yourself." 


Sid leapt up and off the bed at Johnny's words. He walked over to the door and stared at both the bottom and 
top lock. He unlocked both locks and then re-locked them. He could never be too sure. What would happen if 
they weren't locked? There was always that little voice in his head saying, "Someone could kill you right now, 


lock the door." even if the door was already locked. 


"Sidney, come back. The doors are locked, | did it, and you also did it yourself," Johnny groaned, "Once the door 
is locked it's locked until we unlock it, okay?" 


Sid turned around to face Johnny, the floor creaking as he walked back over to the bed and plopped face first 
on to it. A loud moan of despair erupted out of the anxiety ridden man, paired with the loud grumbling of his 


stomach. 


"Love, | know it's hard," Johnny said while looking and the disturbed, boney lad next to him. "You can't avoid 
eating. Look, you're already getting thinner then before." 


Sid let out a small whine that was somewhat muffed, "But germs." 

On the inside Johnny was annoyed, but he couldn't help but feel like shit seeing Sid so scared of germs that he 
couldn't eat off a plate or drink out of a cup. Who would've known that behind the scenes hardcore punk 
rocker, and shitty bass player Sidney Vicious had generalized anxiety and was a germaphobe? 


"Yeah, love. | know, | know." Johnny cooed, "I'm not gonna force you to eat okay. But at least drink some water." 


He could share a heroin needle with Nancy, but he couldn't drink out of a cup because of the germs? It all 


sounded a little backwards to Johnny, but in Sid's mind it made perfect sense. 


Johnny nudged Sid and forced him to sit up. Now for the hardest part of any of this, getting Sid to drink out 
of a glass cup. Sidney wrapped his arms around his legs and watched as his bandmate went to the cupboard 
and got a cup. A lump formed in his throat just thinking about the cup and where it had been. 


"Johnny, | don't want to," Sid huffed, "l honestly would rather die." 


Johnny rolled his eyes and filled the cup up with water from the faucet, "You might, if you don't drink or eat 


anything. You can't live on heroin. You're kinda the bass player for the band so we still need you, mate." 


Sid shrugged, but said nothing. He knew Johnny was right. Johnny was always right. 


